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"What's the idea, kid?" he inquired. "It's not their business
whether we're married or not. You don't want to be married,
do you? You've always said—at least I thought you've always
meant-     "
"Only to them, D., only to theml    It'll make it so much
easier/'
"I don't know what concern it is of theirs. I'm going to
adopt the child. The letter said 'adopt.' That was their word.
Are you thinking they won't consider me respectable enough
to take a child they were going to put into the workhouse ?"
It was Wizzie's turn to be silent now, but as he watched her
he saw her lower lip began to quiver and the familiar wrinkles
appear that meant she was about to cry, "Oh, if you're going to
take it as hard as that, child," he cried hastily, "I'll do anything
you want. I know it's wretched for you, all this business.
I don't like it very much myself; but it's only right we should
have the poor little thing. There, there, my darling one, my
precious one, don't 'ee cry! Sure I'll say we're married. I'll
say I got a special licence last November. I'll say we were
married last week by the Bishop of Salisbury. I'll say anything
if you'll only be a brave girl now, and let's get this damned busi-
ness over!"
"It's—only—to—say," murmured Wizzie, drawing the back
of one of her wrists across her cheek, "just once—anything
you like—that makes them think we're married—but if you
don't want to	"
The harsh-gay noise of the Circus now reduced them both to
silence and they entered the fair-field. Threading their way
between a couple of gipsy-carts they soon found the Urgan
caravan and with composed faces and all the assurance they could
assume they mounted the steps side by side.
It was clear they were expected, for there was Mummy Urgan
in her best black gown and all her jet beads, and there was Popsy
in her stage finery, and there too, dressed in a manner more
suited to a little acrobat than a child of three was Lovie herself!
The small creature was sitting on the knees of Old Funky, who
himself, attired in his usual tight-fitting green-black coat, sat
on the bed.
The little girl turned her head away as soon as the strangers
entered and flinging her arms round her father's neck, burst
into a fit of sobbing.

